If in the night I think of Germany
Sleep flies from me,
I cannot close my eyes again,
Hot tears run down my cheeks.

Wolfgang Langhoff, not a Jew but a German whose
bestial sufferings in a concentration camp you may read, left
Germany only because he could not work there again and then
sick at heart, so that he wrote:

'What is happening in Germany now is not truly German, or
at least only part of it, the ugliest part. Those who speak to-day
of their love for the Fatherland, of German virtues, and German
character, and who in their fight use murder, treachery and all
the dark methods of barbarism as weapons, are not justified in
calling themselves the best sons of my country.9

And you probably know the story about the two Jewish
fugitives from Germany who came out of a Vienna station just as
Starhemberg's anti-Nazi Heimwehr were marching by. They
watched a moment and then one said to the other: 'They're
not a patch on our Storm Troopers, are they?9

I was leaving Germany, after many years. I took my last
walk through the streets of Cologne, went into a bar and had a
drink with a smiling Kolnerin, went into a cafe where the solid
and stolid citizens were watching a late mannequin parade of
the provincial type, continued my way to the station, contem-
plating the few people still abroad.

As my train pulled out, and I watched the lights of Cologne
receding, I realized with a sudden shock that my feelings on
leaving Germany were of envy for this country and the people
that lived in it. I sat up and took myself seriously to task. Had
I been dishonest with myself in my abhorrence of Hitlerism? I
put my feelings under the microscope and with relief detected
the flaw.

The envy I felt was for the Germany I had learned to know
and love long before Hitler came to power, the Germany that
is in many important things a model for the wnrlH and preserves
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